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ABOUT GLOMAG 


GloMag is the coming together of poets in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions - and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the poet gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the poet's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are 
sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you 
turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, 
and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these 
beautiful verses, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances 
in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and 
chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 

Glory Sasikala 


The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 
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BACKGROUND MUSIC: "Missing You" by Ananda Shankar 

http://www.soundsoothing.in/2009/01/ananda-shankar- 

river.html 





PREFACE 

Deepa Duraiswamy 

(Deepa is a mother, newbie entrepreneur, forever-student; cares particularly about culture, identity, 
gender, media and child development issues. Tweets as @DDuraiswamy, blogs at 
http://plaeides.blogspot.in / ) 



Recently, someone asked Glory why she was spending hours 
putting out Glomag, without any monetary reward. It must 
seem baffling that someone would, on top of a crazy 
schedule being responsible for oneself, one's family and a 
serious profession, be enthusiastic about poetry. Poetry, of 
all the things in the world! Does anyone even read poetry 
anymore? 

My husband and I watched the movie Bahubali the day it 
released in Chennai. Even accounting for the fact that I was 
already determined to be entertained during our rare movie 
date, I thoroughly enjoyed the movie. Except for a weird song 
sequence where the female protagonist is pursued and 
subdued in an almost-violent medieval-style courtship 
culminating in the lead pair making love. It didn't sit right and 
when I read someone's critique of that scene calling it a 
glorified rape, though I didn't agree fully with her, it 
resonated enough for me to share the article on twitter, 
saying "This is a serious issue. Esp. with increasing incidences 





of juvenile rape - what are we teaching our boys?" I then 
went on to write about my own uneasiness in my blog, 
explaining why the themes of taming a woman and using 
woman as man's prize are old themes that don't help the 
gender cause. A day later, someone tweeted at me, "if u 
don't know what u r teaching ur boys then u r a bad parent. 
God Help your boys !!!!'' (sic). 

I was appalled. When did film critique become personal 
name-calling? I didn't even know this person! I checked the 
original author's twitterfeed - it was a deluge of abusive 
tweets from people wondering about everything from her 
political orientation to her sexual orientation in language not 
fit for paper, leave alone anyone's mouth. 

Maybe that indeed is the problem - no one says these words 
out loud before they type them. Somehow, it seems that 
people have forgotten that just because words are typed 
from behind the anonymity of a computer terminal (or a 
mobile), it doesn't make them any less said. People seem so 
quick to judge, to ridicule, to cut down, to scorn, to label 
others, whose lives and struggles they know nothing of, 
whose journeys they haven't been part of. There isn't any 
time for reflection, it's like the witches are tied to the stake 
and it's a free for all. It's frightening, the venom. 

Sometime ago, a regular PR executive with a paltry 170 
twitter followers, tweeted a poor joke about AIDS, Africa and 
being white just before she boarded her plane in London. She 



thought she had taken a smart dig at America's white 
privilege. While she slept on the plane, millions of self- 
appointed judges had called her racist and every imaginable 
cussword - ironically, many of which are racist. She landed 
11 hours later to find she was the world's latest villain and 
that she was fired from her job - all because people didn't 
get her joke. 

There seems to be this unique fascination for labeling people 
today. It's as if the world is waiting for one sentence from 
you to box you into a category, a type - and more 
importantly, a side. Whose side are you on? What colour are 
you? Are you saffron, white, yellow, green? Are you racist, a 
bigot, a fundamentalist, a terrorist? Are you vegan, bhakt, 
sickular, left, right, centre-left, centre-right, left of left, 
extreme right? 

Aristotle said, the mark of an educated mind is to be able to 
entertain a thought without accepting it. This directly 
contributes to the unique human joy of conversation - 
unraveling layers of complexity, discovering the beauty of 
nuance, learning more about each other and one's own self 
in the process. But now there are flags planted by various 
people and groups in conversational territories, playing 
judges and gatekeepers. That world is black and white. And 
for people like us, who belong everywhere and yet nowhere, 
it can be a stifling world. It can be hard to say things and then 
have them hijacked. 
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Sometimes, I want to shout, "Oh for God's sake people, don't 
take yourselves so seriously!'' Or rather, take yourselves 
seriously enough to understand that opinions are only 
responses to people and situations that change all the time. I 
am not the same bundle of opinions I was 10 years ago, even 
2 years ago. To hold me to my transient thoughts is to chain 
me forever in one space. Second, instead of engaging in a 
conversation, if you are going to just throw random insults at 
people who think different thoughts, there is no need for a 
medium of conversation. We might as well call this the 
relationship equivalent of the prehistoric age and go about 
with a mental sackload of sticks all the time to randomly 
shaft opponents. Third, if people are constantly made to take 
sides, they will stop voicing their thoughts - this is the 
greatest danger of them all. To lose our voice is to lose our 
life. 

Which brings me to poetry. And why we need it. In a 
cacophonic world of opinions, poetry is our unique voice. It is 
the pause in the middle of manic life. It is our courage to be 
hurt, to show the world that we are vulnerable, that we still 
care, that we are still human - such an essential thing to be 
these days. 

So, here's to all you poets. Let the world wonder what you do 
this for, what reward you get by this. Every time you jot 
down your thoughts on a napkin during a lunch meeting, 
every time you key in your heart while a baby sleeps on your 
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lap, every time you write down 4 lines of verse on the last 
page of the office diary, every time you take hours from 
family and work to put together a magazine - know that you 
are stoking the logs in humanity's fire, that you are in fact, 
keeping our collective soul alight. Now, could anything be 
more important? 



BOOK OF THE MONTH 

Lament of Mohini by Shreekumar Varma 


& 


http://www.ideaindia.eom/lament-of-mohini/p/1868/ 

http://www.goodreads.com/book/show/4888361-lament- 

of-mohini 

Of Oracles and Omens and Killikara and Kunnupuram. 

One has to compromise on the need for fast, racy thrillers 
and the wish to zoom through. This book sets a pace of its 
own and requests your patience and time, to slowly savour 
each word. It's about a community in Kerala, its history, 
culture, and mannerisms, sometimes in minute detail and 
with due importance to the time period. It also includes some 
very interesting folklores. 

"The Mohini fascinates and draws me like a magnet....my 
fascination for her is beyond writing a novel." 

It's hard for a writer to write impersonally about something 
that means so much to him and present the right 
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perspective, but Shreekumar Varma weaves through with 
rare dexterity, giving us a fair picture of the post- 
Independence changes within the framework of a particular 
community, at the same time drawing an expansive picture 
of the changes taking place throughout the country. 

Poetry...there's poetry all over, in the "idle women and bored 

young men deep-frozen in balconies,"."vagrant drops of 

mercury, melded, parted and regrouped in slackly faithless 
combinations,"....the Mohini that is Vishnu, the broken¬ 
hearted Mohini of the forests, the Mohini emerging from the 
waters, and the Mohini dancing on the stage.... 

"The Sun crept behind the clouds....the cow was silent...the 
earth trembled." 

"Oars sliced waves in cottony whispers... the moon in panic 
had wedged itself into the sky...clouds spread outward like 
fading tattered pieces of a grey curtain." 

"One moonlit night when a deep sky sailed the waters of the 
Killikara river...." 

Flooded rivers...rain....bathhouses, ocean...there's water 
swirling through the book, and when you finally emerge, 
Mohini is all that prevails. 

Glory Sasikala 
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LOVE, IN STYLE 

The dashing sun wore the cooling glasses, the clouds 

To impress the nature abound 

All it masked its love in styles unknown 

To let its rays touch the sky beneath 

The whistling wind cut through the gardens 

Halting at bushes brunched with roses 

All it had the sporadic love 

Turning in whirlpools of life 

The mudded mountains munched with snow 

Bent in slopes for the streams it loved 

All it had the steepest love 

Bringing the lakes to leak 

The staring stars from worlds far off 

Have seasoned the darkest night 




In love with the silver medal 
It won, hanging in the sky 



Krishnaveer Abhishek Challa: I am currently working as 
Assistant Professor at Gayatri Vidya Parishad and as Visiting 
Faculty at Andhra University College of Engineering and 
A.G.L. Degree & PG College, India. I am also the Director of 
Linguistics Research Society and CEO of Tao Educare. I have 
completed Masters in English, Linguistics, Mass 
Communication & Computer Science. I have authored a 
Poetry Anthology titled - 'The Hidden Colours of Rainbow'. I 
have published my articles in reputed Journals and Edited 
Books. 





ON LISTENING TO A CONCERT 

For a while 

we inhabit a structure of mellifluous sounds 
a cathedral, with the sun flowing through stained glass. 

For a while 

we balance on whorls, spirals, sorties, 
and crescendos 

in purple nooks, on neon platforms. 

For a while 

we shiver in the cold electric ecstasy 
of torrents bursting turquoise crystal. 

For a while 

we are coddled in the warm glow 






of notes sprinkled like confetti. 



WHY AM I A WRITER? 


What would I do if not write? 


What would I do with all the insights, 
result of my analyses - such delights? 


What would I do if not write? 


What else could give me such respite 
from loneliness wrapped around me tight? 


A life of peace is not my cup of tea 
My mind is akin to a roiling sea. 

I prosper in thoughts, if not money 
I do get the bees, if not the honey. 
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How could I survive if I do not write? 
That's how my left brain talks to my right! 



Alaka Yeravadekar: Thought monkey, lover of the 
written word, adept threader of needles; Alaka's 
sketches, paintings and photographs reflect her deep 
love for the natural world. Her non-fiction and poems 
have been published in print and on the web. You can 
read more of her work at http://alakaline.blogspot.in/ 







MISSING YOU 

We sat together, 

You and I 
Simply talking 

About the course our lives have taken 
You live in your world. 

Surrounded 
By luxury. 

And I live in mine 
Surrounded 
By words 
Car pools 
And the sea. 

We laugh at those childhood days, 
When all you wanted 






Was your cycle and a tennis racket! 

And me... 

What was it I wanted? 

I just wanted to be me. 

To break free 
From the Shackles 
Of small minded 
Orthodoxy 

And I wanted knowledge. 

How I hated those rules 
I went against them for a while 
Living in self imposed exile. 

Yet knew at the back of my mind 
Your unconditional love 
Non-judgmental and patient 
Waited. 

The best time we shared 
Were those days we spent 
Talking late into the night 
Of our dreams 
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Of our reality 

And how you listened, 

Fascinated and giggly 

As I went on 

About 

My job. 

My life. 

You feared my fears 
You failed my failures 
Even cried my tears. 

Then, suddenly you changed... 

In a day 

In an instant 

My love -- 

Your love 

Was shared. 




Ameeta Agnihotri: First of all, I love to write. Then I love to 
travel, and write about my travels, including about the food I 
eat on my blog. Being a Food Critic, I have four food books to 
my name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. My restaurant 
reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. Yes, 
life's good. My book is done. It was done five years ago. Am 
still trying to muster the courage to edit it. 

Work: http://timescity.com/chennai 

Blogs: http://silentsensation.blogspot.com/ 

http://fascinatingtastes.blogspot.in/ 







(painting by Amitabh Mitra) 

GWALIOR, LIVING, LOVING, LIVING 

When I touched you I felt that you still had your baby fat 
And a little taste of baby's breath 
Makes me forget about death 

Goran Bregovic 

even as we spoke 
on gravel corridors 
dreams befell in 
fragmented sun rays 
voices in mirror 
stored in 
illogical effort 
streets and gal is too 
rose in savage anger 
in loves lonely 
savagery 
having dared 
remembering 
loving is the unforgotten 
loving is unmeeting 
loving is the crisscross 





even as the morning dew 
hastens to close the windshield 
mirages just happen 
and in days 
such days 

each word you spoke 
each word I thought 
each word building 
those ramshackle years 
plays the constancy 
of a very dry season 
gwalior cavorted in 
such darkness 
In shameless rivers 
of betrothal 
thinking of 
you 

is a single gunshot 
resounding 
in colorless skies 
off herniated brain 
in a cracked moon 
and in lives 
running 

on suburban trains 
and 

each time i 
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wonder where you might be 
the qawallis we basked 
mamasnpapapas vinyl blowing 
carl marx overturned tea cups 
mamta kalia bilateral 
greykindasummer 
interludes 

terrains survive 
another distant hour 



WHERE DID WE GO THE LAST TIME 

where did we go the last time 
the train stopped 

what happened then 
a brigand of runaway clouds 
talked to us 







did we ever reach home 
home is the unknown 
we always stayed 

and the sounds outside.... 
a train of simmering thoughts just 
screamed past 

Who broke a violet sky 
Who upturned your garhi 
Who dropped 
elderly secrets 
on your palm 
who asked you a question 

where are we going now... 

Who would answer the kisses 

Who would wrap the wind in your eyes 

Who would love you even more 
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Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds 
and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. Words and 
images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 







CRY ME RIVER 

Will you stay 
Or will you go away 
Never to be found. 

Will the voice 

I always heard 

Play tricks on my mind. 

As I hear those words 
Cry me a river 
A river of freedom 

Cry for the mothers 
who are beaten 



At the hands 
of drunken husbands, 
staying in abusive relationships 
For the sake of the children, 

For fear of shame, 

For fear of survival, 

Who believe this 
Is their fate... 

Cry for the children 
Who have never 
met their father 
Tortured psychologically. 

A million questions 
The blame and pity 
The malice and anger 
The feeling of being 
Unwanted. 

Cry me a river 
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A river of freedom 


From social demands 
And a society besotted 
With greed. 

Cry me a river 
A river flowing freedom 
For the heartlessness 
Of Man 

When humanity 
Is no more. 

Ravaged by the hands 
of crime 

Torn by the callousness 
of youth 
No respect. 

No values 

Gain by any means 

The right to everything 
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Cry me a river 
A river of freedom 
For a lost generation 
The future 

The melancholy of dread 
Like dreams of freedom 
Fashioned through the 
Minds eye. 

When souls 
lose their essence 
And humanity 
is forlorn. 

Cry me a river 
A river of freedom 
For the sorry state 
Of a democratic nation 
Espoused by the politics 
Of dancing 

To the tunes of powerful 
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Men and women. 

Professing to serve the masses 
Devoid of any commitment 
Only to secure the next deal 
Line their pockets 
At the expense 
of those in need. 

Cry me a river 
A river of freedom 
where freedom 
Reigns supreme. 



Angela Chetty: She is an avid poet who lives in Durban, South 
Africa. Angela imbibes her work with a deep passion and 
belief that words can touch hearts and change lives. 

The depths of her soulful prose, cuts across different genres, 
talking to matters of the heart. Poetry is music for my soul; 
like oxygen, the breath of my life. 




In 2013, an Anthology of Poetry entitled, Heartfelt moments - 
A Treasure Trove was published. 

www.heartfeltmomentspoetry.com 





PLEASE CHANGE YOUR NAME 

It is embossed in my heart, 

Your thought gives me constant pain; 

I searched every nook and corner of the earth. 

As slowly, I was losing balance of my brain; 

Please change your name. 

Drawn on the plastered walls, 

Your name chases me from door to door; 

It is stamped on the pillows and sheets 

Face down, I try to hide myself, it is there on the floor; 

Please change your name. 




I had my lips stitched tight, 

I can't no more utter a word, 

The tongue moves on letters of your name. 
Else it is fluttering like a wounded bird; 

Please change your name. 

It haunts me from dawn to dusk. 

It is hanging there before my eye; 

It is there in my dreams too, 

Burden of love is so heavy, I can't live nor die. 

Please change your name. 

You walked away so soon, 

Telling, you were setting me free; 

I'm living my moments in the fire of hell, 

The dead weight of your name with me. 


Please change your name. 
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Anil Kumar Panda: My name is Anil Kumar Panda. Tiku is my 
pen name. I was born in a small town, Brajrajnagar, in the 
state of Odisha, in India. I am currently residing here. I work 
as a mine surveyor in coal mines. I write short stories and 
poems whenever I get time. 


I often accompanied my grandfather when he used to go to 
our village to supervise cultivation work during my school 
holidays. During our stay there, I used to loiter around the 
village and enjoy nature and started writing on nature since 
then. 


38 










TALKING TO FATHER 


Amma sees him everywhere, all the time. 


Once he was weeding her careless garden, bending over 
plants with a cynical eye. Once she saw him steal 
food from her kitchen, those pickles and chutneys 
she concocts when angry. She says he has been 
her lucky mascot, ever since a train took him away 
when she was barely thirteen on a night that never 
ended. 


He comes when she doesn't call, tip toes through dim 
corridors 

to reach her hiding places, finds her through locked doors 

that invariably spring between her and the world. Amma 
knows 
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of course that he isn't there, and he isn't there either 

where they packed him beneath piles and piles of moist red 
soil 

that later sprouted the most amazing grass that kept getting 
greener 

and livelier as if her father was oozing all sorts of good 
things which made the grass lush and happy. 

As if he made the earth happy, as if he was 
that sort of a man. But he wasn't, had never been 

and she knows he isn't really there within the mist that rises 
to wrap her in tenderness when she is hurting or waiting 
beside the lonely road she must walk every other day. 
Beneath all that grass there are not even whole bones. 

He left no whole thing behind for her except the blood 

she must live by, a shape of eyes , a tilt of nose and a 
haunting fear 

of where she has reached and therefore must go. 

But Amma sees him everywhere, talks to him all the time. 

40 



Sometimes she kneels on the garden grass and whispers, 
sometimes 

she lies there and listens. 



Anuradha Vijayakrishnan: Her poetry has appeared in Indian 
and international publications like Indian Literature, Magma, 
Soundings, Orbis, Mascara, Asian Cha and Asian Literary 
Review. Her poetry has been nominated for Best of the Net 
and Pushcart prizes. She is a 2010 alumna of Western 
Michigan University's Prague Summer Program. Seeing the 
Girl, her debut novel, was published in 2014. 




SALUTE TO DR KALAM 

When we launch the next rocket or missile 

Into the deep reaches of outer space 

We shall remember you 

Beaming at its resplendent tail 

And how you gave us back our pride 

In your quiet unassuming way 

Igniting the rockets in our mind 

To blaze a new courageous trail 

Every soldier mourns the passing 

Of one their most beloved Chiefs 

The nation stands united with them 

In this moment of grief 

We shall shed no tears in your memory 

For you only gave us smiles 

Rocket Scientist, Man of Missiles 




A man of truth in a world of guile 



Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost 2 decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has - with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends - 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse's dictats 
from time to time. 




SINGING IN HER SONG SHE DIED 

Love, my lulla(bye) S(i)ngs to the Darkness 
of lampless, 
nights, in an 

empty at(tick) PRISON(M) 
languishing 
in the fetid air of 
NO(where?)-ness, 
ephemeral, like a 
smoke ring, a 

s-s-tory drea(me)d-UP and l-l-lost. 




Archita Mittra: She is a freelance writer, artist and designer 
based in Calcutta, India. A first year student of English at 
Jadavpur University, she is also pursuing a diploma in 
Multimedia and Animation from St.Xavier's College. Her 
poetry has appeared in numerous publications and 
anthologies including Quail Bell Magazine, eFiction India, Life 
In 10 Minutes, among others. 






A SONNET TO MY DAUGHTER 

'Pen a poem-buzz your love'; She said. Ignorant am I, 
hallowed by the Muse not 

'Are you numb shell ?' Glory grumbled /a sage puritanical 
chastity never caught'. 

'Pour like shower your own reminiscence. May be granted 
even your homosexuality' 

This is Cupid's another crafty skill. Not outcast, versify even it 
but with clarity. 

In embalmed night concealment ruminated .Those sweating 
moments, smells, tastes of lips 

Head on lap, the shaking hands stealing mellowed touch, 
burning lips after crazy kiss 

The forbidden fruits of 'his' wife beckoning, someone near 
who once was moon and honey both 

The passionate poison, the noxious nectar, the melancholy 
merriment --Love implies both. 



But what are their names? Those amorous figures, the time 
of those profound passion? 

The owl hooted thrice, the darkness frowned, the void mind 
like blank sky showed no vision. 

No enchantress rose from grave of the past, No charming 
female face again like snake hugs me 

Only the sound of night wind playing with empty roads, 
sounding you are the avaricious aimless bee. 

A burden of loveless life with impotent mind romance 
amidst the sand, how will I live, aged ere time? 

Pupppey, my four years 7 pearl peeped as if to know what is 
lost and pats 'Pappa' am I not thine/? 



Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm@gmail.com) He is a poet 
and writer from Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at 
Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, 
explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees’, 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes 
that God is there and one day everything will be fine again. 




He believes in the flame eternal that is within us, which may 
cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch 




FROM THE LETTERS OF AN INDIAN SOLDIER 

Dear Ma, I am fine here, 
at the woe end of Kargil. 

Like home, the sun rises here too, 
but the shadows are a touch bleak, 
unlike yours, in whose safety 
I took shelter from baba's baritone. 

Pass on my love to him though. 

Kalighat must be crowded. 

And so must Ma Kali's mind. 

Don't share the burden of your heart 
with your two old feet...I request. 

Take the auto to Ma's repository. 
Besides, you gowned me with her protection. 
And also had that goat beheaded. 



Pain is the color I see, 

Kashmiris wear it like smiles in Kolkata 
over a cup of cha and biscuit. 

I wear it too at times but 
not with half the aplomb. 

It flows through the heart of Siachen, 
arching into the smile of Ma Ganga. 

Tomorrow we march to Drass, 

Where we resume our battle and I mine. 

Its high blossom there and unlike people. 

They are yet to wilt. 

If irony thrives in abundance. 

Then it is here in Kashmir, 
where even pain is a sight to behold. 

You must come here someday. 

When the only red is that of roses, 

And Ma Ganga has washed away pain 
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Like sins of people in Varanasi 
And see a people pining to smile. 

Like I have seen, 

The ones I have gone to heaven with. 

-to someone I have always wanted to be but never could 


Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar: I was born and brought up in 
pristine Calcutta and lived the first 18 years of my life there 
before moving to Chennai for my undergraduate education. I 
eventually moved to the US, where I completed my doctoral 
studies in Chemical Engineering. I currently work as a 
scientist at IBM in New York. 






Poem 1 

When you choose to elude me 
I console and let it be; 
Prodding through coercion 
Fails in mutual affection; 

'Coz I want you to fall 
Like tender drops of rainfall, 
Nourishing every stanza 
With lasting tiny phrases. 

Poem 2 

Through notes you string 

A melody to sing 

And set the heart to ring. 


Falling Into You 
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Ayshwaria Sekher/lcecamp: An International Relations 
graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. Searching about the 
self through practices that seem conducive to the naked eye 
but weathers the spirit. Believes in the conditional - 
unconditional love of a dog and no other's. Extends reality 
from books and tries to achieve vice versa. Shuns from the' - 
isms' but cannot escape the brackets cast. A bundle of 
contradictions in short! 





ALL OF YOU 

All the words 

Your tongue never caressed. 

All the promises 

Your heart never made, 

All the love poems 
Your hands never wrote, 

All the kisses 

Your lips kept to themselves 
She gifted all of them to me. 



Barun Bajracharya: He is the author of a short story book 
Sins of Love and contributing author of short story 
anthologies: You, Me and Zindagi 2, The Zest of Inklings, 
Once upon a Time, Blank Space and Rudraksha. Barun is a 
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Communications Officer at an INGO and an Editor at PEN 
Point (literary journal). Furthermore, he is the youngest 
member of PEN International Nepal Chapter and Traditional 
Poetry Writers Association of the World. In October, 2013 he 
travelled to S. Korea to represent Nepal in the general 
conference of Traditional Poetry Writers Association of the 
World, attended by 9 countries, where he earned 
appreciation for his poems. He can be contacted at 
barunbajracharya@gmail.com. 

House No. 325/99, Bagmati Margh, 

Kuleshwor-14, Kathmandu, Nepal 

Mobile No. - 977-9803169447 

Home No. - 977-1-4280698 



SERENDIPITY 



Leaf by leaf- 
I read the Book, 

Wilts the Tree. 

Shell of home, 

Begins to crack open- 
In a dream of wings; 

But comes crawling- 
The call of the road; 
Asphalt reptile- 
Gaping hunger. 

Hit the road, 

Somewhere, it forks- 
To perdition and salvation. 
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God and devil maintain 
Aloof dignity 
No mention was made- 
Of paths and destinations. 

Where the road splits-, 

Doomed to choice- 
Man and Woman, 

They gulp the Word- 
From each other's cups, 

And marvel at the transience of thirst. 

After the deluge 
Their ribs become 
Bands of the rainbow. 




WORD AS LIGHT AS GOD 

The finger of light- 
Touches a raw optic nerve 
And goes blind the world 

Kneeling at the candle-lit altar 
Cries out the woman in rapture: 
"Oh My God, let me love you- 
With all the blindness possible." 

The mouth that forms the words 
Blows the candles- 
One by one; 

Some prayers are answered. 

May this darkness dwell, 



In the pupil of the world. 


In the beginning was... 



Bini B.S: She is currently a Post-Doctoral Fellow at Balvant 
Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other Human 
Sciences, Baroda. She is one of the editors of Anekaant: A 
Journal of Polysemic Thought and the Managing Editor of The 
Journal of Contemporary Thought. Her poems appeared in a 
collection of 'corporeal poetry' titled, A Strange Place Other 
than Earlobes: Five Poets Seventy Poems, published by 
Sampark, Calcutta. 







COARSE 

Coarse like the grains of sand 
On a misty evening shore. 

Coarse like the wrinkled hand 
Chafed in living an endless chore, 
Coarse like the broken song, 
Playing on a record old, 

Coarse like the rusty long, 

Iron bars the windows hold, 
Coarse like the plastered walls, 

Of a childhood built of clay. 
Coarse like the bark of the tree 
That would filter the sunrays. 

Coarse is the voice I speak, 
Coarse is the real unreal spite, 



Coarse is my unspoken love, 

Coarse is the unsought respite. 

And cloaked in this coarseness, I try, 
To tell you, let go of my hand 
That you held since I was new 
My lie is as coarse as I am. 



Borna Ghosh: I am nobody, as Emily Dickinson would say. 
Every morning I wake up and start my work of erasing myself. 
Every night I go to bed having failed in that effort. Narcissism, 
Maya? Who knows what is it that keeps me chained within 
myself. 
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RAINING 

But Mother, it's still raining. 

I am afraid 

This incessant flow wouldn't ever stop. 
These bold drops of water - now rivulets - 
Pouring down my windows 
Have joined the deluge 
Primordial. 

Will this house drown. Mother? 

Look Mother, it did stop raining! 

I see now - 

My world is washed anew. 

My parched soul is quenched 

And little shoots of a thousand new lives 

Brazenly stir inside me 



Laughing and confident. 

How I needed that rain! 

Yes Mother, it is now over. 

Those bittersweet smells of wet earth have lost the fight 
To early flowers of possibility. 

The air is clear. My skies are whole again. 

It is the season to go forth. 

I have finally wiped the windows dry. 

These windows to my soul. 

Yes Mother, I have stopped the raining. 



Deepa Duraiswamy: Deepa is chronically afflicted by what 
she terms the 'something else syndrome' - the condition of 
always wanting to be doing something else. So it's fortunate 
her interests span from languages to lampshades, from 
history to hyper-accelerating galaxies. She is an engineer and 
MBA, attempting to work towards a PhD in Saiva Agamas 
when not running behind her toddler. 




THE JUNGLE WARRIOR 

The procession silently marched into the courtyard. 

They stood side by side, spellbound, their eyes moist, 

Just as the morning mist, 

Mixed with the smoke of the oven made of clay, 

Engulfed all in a pall of grey. 

Then they brought in the body, cold and stark. 

The body of the warrior, the jungle crusader, 

Of my beloved lover, my paramour for years, 

Lying still and lifeless in a bed of flowers. 

Time stood still and frozen at the moment. 

The birds stopped chirping, the squirrel stopped in the track, 
The trees stopped swaying as the wind stopped blowing, 

And I sat motionless, my world began crumbling. 

All that the brave warrior did wrong was to stand with the 
jungle. 

With the trees and the flowers, and with the land, 

To save the abodes of the birds, the burrow of the moles, 
The howl of the foxes, and the screech of the owls. 

But look what they did to the man, the soldier of the clan. 
Naked, gagged, and tied to the Sal tree he always loved, 



Knives cut through his flesh, tens of bullets rained, 
Massacred, slaughtered, as if to make all his blood drained. 

Then the crowd started chanting his name, the silence got 
broken. 

I stood up, walked slowly towards the man I loved for years. 
Took his head up in my lap, wiped his face with my tears, 
Caressed him, kissed him and whispered our secret love 
rhyme, 

Just as the High Priest announced that it was time. 



Dipankar Sarkar: He is a higher education leader who has set 
up and run several projects in education and allied services. 
He has worked in various senior management positions at 
educational organisations in his career spanning more than 
twenty years. Dipankar is a music and literature enthusiast 
who loves to spend his leisure hours in reading and listening 
to classic rock, Indian folks and contemporary fusion music. 




I hate being - 
An octopus 
With tentacles 
Draining life, 

Or a spicier 
Trapping fast 
In its weave, 

Caging freedom, 

Yet, I don't know why, 
My children, 

I am all that and worse, 
I don't let you breathe, 
Chaining you firm, 

To my soul 
Searching 
For a world 




Non-existent. 



Desires drop on the way 

They are dried up leaves any way 

They had to fall, get crushed and powdered, 

Some feet had to be at it 

While chasing rainbow dreams 

Of sunshine and rain 

Sparkling seas and rivers 

Not drowning the boat 

Untied and lost 

In twilight hours 

Endless. 





Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. She is married to Shreekumar 
Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak and 
Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in 
Neelankarai, Chennai. 





AMSTERDAM 

Amsterdam 
Its Canals 

Its merchant houses 
Black, brooding waters 
Pregnant with meaning 
Tourists bustle to and fro 
Speaking many languages 
Drug addicts stagger 
Feverish eyes bright and shiny 
Lost 

The sea washes Amsterdam clean 
Twice a day 
Condoms bob away 

The Weather in Amsterdam 
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Gray light falls 
From heavy clouds 
No bird sings 
To fall skies 
That promise rain 
Cold, biting, soaking rain 
Blitzing from a heavy sky 
Full of the threat of snow 
That will come later 
Fleavy, moist flakes 
Piling into drifts 
Melting in sight of spring 
Another year 
In my life 

But how many more 
I wonder 

As I smoke my cigarette 
To the stub 




Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 














MAYA 

Thank you 

For welcoming me into your world 
That will never be mine - 
For that glimpse of a Fleaven 
Ruled by a different Sun. 

I've tried to so hard 
To splinter my brain 
In twos and threes 
To help hallucinate 
A reality. 

Even striving foolishly 
To preserve and treasure 
The stagnant waters 
Of your precious misquotes. 
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Collecting gratefully 

Your impersonally distributed 

Bits of happiness 

And calling them my own. 

My mind has sought 
To reflect yours 
In silhouettes of 
Considered possibilities. 

Wheels move after wheels 
And some more wheels follow 
On parallel lines of different destinations - 
And yet 

We still persist in following 
Step by step 
Step by step 
This confusing math 
Of miscalculations. 
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Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer residing currently in 
Chennai. She works as Quality Analyst for language. Not an 
Earthling by any stretch of the imagination, where breathing, 
writing, living and loving lose their personal identity and 
present as one, she comes from that world...sometimes 
letting her pen lead her, sometimes leading her pen...It's a 
Pied Piper's tune all the way! 
http://glospoems.blogspot.in/ 





In the stillness 
the night sobs 
silver tears fall 
dewdrops sparkle 
in the morning sun 



the twilight stealthily awaits 
the blazing moon 
to light the evening sky 
with bated breath 
faithfully I await for you 
fervently I pray 
with you beside me 
that dawn never intrudes 
on the heavenly night 
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dark clouds send the sunset 
into hiding 
serene and detached 
the night emerges 
reflections of light 
from a gleaming sword 
drawn from its sheath 
removes the veil 
from the face of the moon 



Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers' Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 




He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 




ANCHOR 

Breezy and cold is the night 
The land is way out of sight 
As thunderstorm hits the sea 
This little ship is holding me 

Rushing waves soar high 
As I'm tossed around I cry 
Cold water chills my spine 
Holding on tight to the twine 

The salt burns my wound 
When no help can be found 
Fears of drowning prevails 
As my weak little ship sails 



Then I hear a still small voice 
"I am the Anchor", in the noise 
"I will never let you sink" 

Amidst the storm, just cling! 

The sea calmed while I sailed 
The Anchor with me never failed 
My ship did make it to land 
Now on solid ground I stand 


l I 



Grace Chelladurai Xavier: She is a Web Designer and a 
wannabe Author who lives in India. She enjoys playing the 
guitar, writing, designing (web, fashion, interior), poetry and 
photography. She spends part of her days wondering how to 
use her creativity on things around her. The rest of her time 
she spends trying to design killer user interfaces. Grace is 
passionate to encouraging people through her write-ups. The 
main goal of her life is to make God smile. She is married to 
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her best friend, Solomon and would be extremely delighted if 
God would bless her with twins. © 




A FAILED WRITER'S ANATOMY 

Your brain is a jumble of unwritten words 
Your head is as bald as the Avonian bard's 
Your teeth are chipped, those that exist are sallow 
Your eyes are jaundiced and are turning yellow. 
Too many hours have you spent reading 
Other's words that you have tried correcting. 

Your hands are calloused from too much writing 
Your skin is like parchment with no sunning. 

Sitting too many hours has added to your girth 
I say you must stand up and write, forthwith. 

Your heart's irregular, yes, you can feel its beat 
You can sense it to be your greatest defeat. 

Your stomach bulges with excessive beer 
Will it hold? You live in constant fear 
Your chest has sunk into your rib cage 
Your collar bones fight a losing scrimmage. 




Your phallus droops like a lifeless exclamation 
Your balls have run dry from too much fornication 
Your legs are weak you can't stand straight 
They can't bear your body's hulking weight. 

It's only fair that you abandon your writing 
Take up copy writing or letter drafting 
Or, be a critic who wantonly demolishes books 
And, the tender egos of those pompous crooks. 



John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
India. His first success as a writer was Penguin's world-wide 
short story contest "India Smiles" in which his short story 
"Flirting in Short Messages" was selected for publication in 
an anthology. 

His poem "Call of the Cuckoo" has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book- 
length travelogue about his native state of Kerala. 






(pic by Kerala Varma) 

~ Flash Fiction ~ 

VISHU WITH A DIFFERENCE 

"A dreamer is one who can only find his way by moonlight, 
and his punishment is that he sees the dawn before the rest 
of the world." - Oscar Wilde. 

I'm not not much of a dreamer, but yesterday early in the 
Vishu morning (when in Kerala we wake up to an illuminating 
sight called kani to welcome the new year) I went in search of 
an elusive sunrise at Ziro at an altitude of 1700 MSL in Lower 
Subansiri district in Arunachal Pradesh. It's the land of the 
rising sun (Arunachal) all right but the rising sun at 4.50 AM 
at Ziro went hiding, subdued by dark clouds threatening a 
drizzle. I wanted to celebrate Vishu, as decreed by my friend 
Oscar Wilde, by walking in a trance at 4 in the morning, trying 
to find my way in moonlight and to see the dawn before the 
rest of us because Sun rises first in Arunachal. I attach a pic I 
took of the shy sun in a veil of clouds and dew drops. 

Well, I did have a fine Vishu in a complete topsy-turvey 
manner. Having failed in my search for the rising sun, I made 
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the best of my waking up at four by walking, jogging and 
climbing hills for four beautiful hours and clicking pictures, 
which made me so hungry I had rotis and boiled vegetables 
(the only veg stuff available) and milk and then at two made 
friends with three Nyishi fruit-sellers at Potin, who cut 
papaya and pineapple into small pieces and laced them with 
chilli powder to serve me my Vishu lunch. When I asked them 
if they had been to school, they said no because they were 
married at five and had babies at fourteen and fifteen, 
Nyishis being practioners of child marriage and polygyny till 
recently, proudly saying their daughters go to school and will 
find their partners on their own because times have changed 
and they won't allow child marriages any longer (their photo 
attached). One of the girls, in 9th class and helping in selling 
fruits in her summer break, beamed from ear to ear and said 
each of them make Rs 1000 in daily sales and the profit is 
50%, which means monthly sales of Rs 30000 with a profit of 
Rs 15000, flashing her school arithmetic in as abundant a 
measure as her beautiful white teeth. A memorable Vishu, 
which falls around spring equinox, when day and night are 
equal, men and women are equal and man and nature are 
balanced. Vishu in its golden hue of konna and cucumber is 
for equality and our bond with nature. 




Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in "simple living, simple thinking", welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion and 
superstitions. 




in clear-cut solutions of numberless sums 

you did show us the beauty of nature. 

one and one were completed in two, 

for the algebra of binary to give us the computer! 

oh life of body[reality], oh breath of life, 

you, the sole language of physical reality. 

quest is the purpose of human life; 

resolved, oh maths, because of you. 

the language of maths that speaks the truth, 

all over the world, a single tongue! 

(dedicated to all the mathematics teachers through the 
ages who have been teaching maths and extending 
boundaries) 




FOOD FOR THE COMPUTER 

Data went in bit by bit, BIT by BIT 
And the computer swallowed all of it, 

Four BITS in a nibble, so very right; 

Two nibbles, they said; always made a byte. 



Lakshminarayan Nariangadu: Dr. Lakshmi, as he is called at 
GLORIOUSTIMES, is a Professor in Physics, retired from the 
Madras Christian College. He has around 50 publications in 
Scientific Research Journals & Conferences. A few textbooks 
too. He also writes otherwise. When the mood sets in, the 
emotions tingle and words fall in place. In this space, he 
writes both in Tamil and in English. 
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Junoon-se andhaa kyaa jaane 
kyaa achchhai kyaa buraai 
shaitan-o-farishta ho saamne 
ghalti khudki yaa paraai. 

Max's transcreation for the 'rasikas' looking for the juice: 

One blind with passion, what would he know 

what is good or evil, 

whether accosted by Devil or an angel, 

whether the fault was one's own or somebody else's. 

p 


CROONING DREAMILY 

If wounds could speak 

I'd be rustling like an autumn tree. 










If hurts could swell up, 

I'd be wriggling under stones. 

As it is, I croon in my dreams 
to lighten the cacophony of life. 



Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 

multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats 
- whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 




QUEST 

On a crowded steamer 

with eager tourists and holidaying families 

leaving a trail of white 

on a dirty green sea 

I set out 

to see 

a piece of past, 

history of man, 

romance on stone, 

poetry frozen in timelessness. 

I found 

lofty inscriptions on walls, 
broken idols in dingy caves, 
vendors with baubles 
cheap and tawdry. 



I returned on another steamer 
with 

disappointment, outrage, shame 
and a shell earring. 

Shortlisted in the All India poetry competition held by Poetry 
Society and British Council in 1994, and was included in the 
anthology. Voices in Time'. 



Maya Sharma Sriram: She is a full time writer based in 
Mumbai. She writes fiction, and poetry. Her work has 
appeared in many journals in India and abroad including 
Mused Literary Journal and Kavya Bharathi. Her poem, 
"Qurst" was shortlisted for the All India Poetry contest 
conducted by the Poetry Society and British Council in 1994 
and it appeared in the anthology Voice in Time. She was one 
of the winners of the Elle Fiction Award 2010. She is the most 
author of the book, Bitch Goddess for Dummies. She has 
finished work on her second novel and when not plotting her 
third book, spends her time appeasing gods in multiple 
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pantheons in the hope of signing her second publishing 
contract. 




ODE TO NILAGIRI 

On your stately slanting slopes 

Your smooth, broad, undulating breast 
I find no little niche for me 
No stone my head to rest. 

Yet once your carpet green was mine 
As were your blue-blue skies, 

Your trees, your flowers, your little streams, 
My Nilagiri paradise 

I knew you like my mother's voice 
Your clear and winding brooks 
Your every secret crevice mine 

E'en your many fern-hid nooks. 



Your silvery stars were brightest yet 
And shone with magic lights 
They held their secret court with me 
on still, cold, winter nights. 

I nestled with my childhood dreams 
Within your wild woods deep 
I pranced upon your mountain paths 
With fleet and careless feet. 

I loitered free as mountain wind 
My face lifted to the Sun 
My heart it trilled with joyful birds 
And sang a happy song. 

My home was there with open door 
Dear faces there would greet 
All now gone to the home above 
Where some day we'll meet. 
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No home is mine on this vast Earth 
No arms here to enfold me 
Since that lost beloved hearth 
That was in Nilagiri. 

But for those craggy paths and trails 
Still my traitorous heart doth yearn 
Attuned to the lonely mountains' call 
There again my thoughts return. 

Though the mountains rise from earth 
Their heads touch very heaven 
To us, though mere mortals here, 

The divine gift of love is given. 

In the shifting sands of Life 

Where every step might be the last 
Time has proved they Death defy 
Whose love stands fast. 
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Minnie Tensingh: I think I have been writing from the age of 
10, contributing to the school and college magazines. Several 
prizes for creative writing and poetry competitions have 
encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
distracts me from writing. 

Currently I am on the verge of bringing out a story book 
targeting children in their pre and early teens to encourage 
reading among children. 




BEGINNING OR ENDING? 

The beginning is 

marked by the end 

of not one but countless things. 

Worlds colliding and planes of existence taking form, 
enveloped by the ever-shifting, swirling miasma that 
plays a game of hide-and-seek, very rarely showing 
the truth hidden beneath its surface -a nightmare... 
Heaven and Hell battling for supremacy, 
with the fires of Hell burning high and bright 
cracking the icy facade in bouts and breaks 
till, bit by bit, it reigns supreme. 

Uncontrolled and growing more powerful by the second, 
it shatters the surface- 
obliterating everything in its path- 






until, all that's left are fragments, 
waiting, waiting, 

waiting for the chance to start over again. 
Afresh new beginning. 

The end. 



Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Integrated Immunology 
from the University of Oxford who like reading books and 
travelling. She is an accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and 
has given many performances. She loves any form of creative 
writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she 
can. 
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Let me word my unspoken 
Anxiety in a way 
That it doesn't take away 
Your comfort making room 
For angst and despair. 

And thus in love 
I must temper candid 
Impression and emotion 
And share myself 
Such that my words 
Do not make you 
Wall me out 
Or create a deficit 
In our intimacy. 





Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession and 
I see every day it is hard to be honest in a brutal world that 
demands the best fagade even at the cost of one's inner well¬ 
being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. I love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my writing 
more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings are 
conflicts and triumphs of the same. I thank each and every 
one who has encouraged me to better my expression. 
Gratitude for reading! 







I am guilty guilty 
Sorry lizards 

Disturbed yourTantric love making 

Motionless 

Oneness 

I disturbed 

Sorry Mea Culpa 



(photo of Parasuram Ramamoorthi's father) 

My father loved horses 
He was fond of them 







used to talk about horse riding 

riding the horse on Siachen mountain range 

when he was in the Indian Army 

oh i loved to hear his stories about the Army 

his days during the second world war 

how he walked his way through 

jungles and mountains 

often without water and food 

He was a proud Soldier. 

He wanted one of his sons to join the Army 
we tried, me and my elder brother. 

My elder brother more fit than me 
we did not make it 

we thought one of his Grandsons will make it 
none, none in the family made it. 

I chose to ride the Pegasus. 




Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published 
volumes of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts 
Water 2009; Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays 
published and Performed.Autism Advocate and Pioneer in 
the file of Drama for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 
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POET 



He who sees inside all the crevices, where even Sun cannot 
enter, he is the poet. 

What all he has enjoyed, he makes others also enjoy. 

He is shrewd, and the proud owner of an intelligent mind, 
He sheds tears, on seeing others experiencing difficulties. 


His blood boils, when he witnesses, injustices all round. 

When he realises that it is a bad deed, he will shy away from 
it. 

He makes beauty to talk to the world. 

He encourages love and makes it grand. 

He knows right and wrong (can distinguish between them). 
He is the protector of justice and morality. 

When he witnesses, wrong and injustice, 

He punishes the perpetrators. 
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He is the self-appointed up-keeper of justice in society), 

He is the voice of truth and justice. 

He is beyond time (He has conquered time) 

He never dies. He lives forever (chiranjeevi). 

Even the God of creation (Brahma) is not equal to him. 

And, when and where the works of prose (yessayists) stops, 
His work starts. Poetry is greater than prose, anytime. 

Even Lord Tennyson and Byron have accepted this. 



Perinkulam. G. Iyer. Krishnamurthi: The author of this poem, 
P.G.IYER.KRISHNAMURTHI(PERINKULAM KRISHNAMURTHI, to 
the facebook friends), is a structural engineer, settled in 
Cochin, Kerala. He was working with a government 
consultancy organisation till superannuation, and after 
which, he was working as consultant to the govt.of Iran, at 
Teheran, and, in a private firm in London, and in many 
private consultants in Bombay as Technical advisor. He has 








been enjoying his retired life for the last one and a half years. 
His wife is a graduate in music, though, she chose to be a 
home maker and has been an ideal house-wife. Their two 
sons, both of them are engineers, are abroad. Elder one 
settled with his wife and two children at USofA. The second 
one, with his wife and child recently left for UK and will soon 
be leaving for USofA after completing hs present assignment 
in UK. Both my daughters -in-law are also engineers. 



EXCUSE 



I leapt from the tooth of a Tiger 
Into the mouth of a Great White 
And there, I slept, all night 
Until the early dawn did break. 

Stretching upon my mattress tongue 
I rose upon an Albatross into blue skies, 
Passing on route through clouds of butterflies 
That tickled my nose making me sneeze. 

And as I sneezed I slipped and fell 
And slid right down a Giraffe's neck. 

And wondered to myself, what the heck 
Am I doing here upon its back. 
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And so I climbed down to the ground 
But fell inconveniently into an open hole. 

Left by an ant, God bless its soul. 

My fall was broken by piles of socks. 

Piles of socks? I admit I wondered! 

But in my rush to move right on, I hurried off. 
The cold dark tunnel had induced a cough, 

No time to wait for I'll be late. 

And so you see, my reason Sir, 

It's why, and to be honest upon this date, 

I have to admit, my reason, for being late, 
Please forgive me, it's just this once. 



Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became a 
professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. 




He has written a number of technical papers, which were 
published internationally, before turning attention to writing 
poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He also founded 
The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin 
Child," which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble 
and at www.elfinchild.com 

In December 2013, he was diagnosed with terminal Motor 
Neuron Disease. He is now concentrating on raising 
awareness regarding the disease. 




MOTHER 



Her eyes search the busy crowd 

Hustling and Bustling the crowds sound grow stronger 

Weary and anxious her eyes grow older 

Like the impatient cooker whistle her heart pounds 

Praying and wishing to all the Gods 

Angry of herself to let him out of her sight 

Searching and Searching 

she finds him 

A sign of relief and happiness fills her within. 



Prescilla Caron: I was born and brought in the Queen of hills, 
Ooty. I did her engineering from Sathyabama University. I 
occasionally love to write poems and paint. I am a voracious 
reader. Guess that's me. © 
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Flash Fiction 


This piece was translated into French and published in 
POUSSIERES by Bernard Turle. 

It's July 11th 2014, a week into my favourite season in 
Mumbai, the monsoon, that arrived late but finally did. The 
city changes completely during this time, becomes all grey 
and sepia toned with occasional bursts of colour. In the cab 
right now, a cloud of gold forming, bursting and forming 
again. Faiz's words travelling through time, coming in waves 
from the radio as we're speeding across town. Outside, the 
sea is crashing on the shore and people are feeling wings 
sprouting on their backs. 

Mujhse pehli si mohabbat mere mehboob na maang 
main ye samjhaa tha ke tu hai toh darakhshaan hai hayaat 
Tera ghum hai toh ghum-e-dahar ka jhagdaa kya hai 
Teri surat se hai aalam mein bahaaron ko sabaat 
Teri aankhon ke siva duniyaa mein rakkha kya hai - Faiz 
Do not ask of me the love that once was, beloved, 




for I know that if I have you, life will eternally shine upon me. 

If I can have your sorrows, those of the world would mean 
nothing. 

It is your face that brings permanence to every spring. 

And what is left in this world, but your eyes to look at. 

The city is a witness to many stories, has been since time 
immemorial. It is a witness to shy fingers finding each other 
under an umbrella, of lonesome songs being whistled, of 
words being whispered and silences being shared. The city 
sees it all, makes them its own. 

I remember this golden cloud from a clear starry night, when 
we travelled centuries together and re lived the lives that we 
had lived and lost. We became the poets who lost 
themselves to dreams and the dreamers who lost themselves 
to poetry. The Ghalibs, Faizs and Sahirs of this world, maybe 
the Elliots, the Dylans and the Wrights too. We measured 
their lives in verses and cups and cups of chai. We mapped 
our love all over these seven islands and ended up weaving a 
web, from where we first met to where we are today. 

Where are we today? Standing so far apart and yet closer 
than ever before. And of all our songs, Faiz's shines for 
eternity., then again... , what is left in this world, but your 
eyes to look at? 
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Outside the city whispers stories to the sea that returns to 
the shore and crashes harder each time. Songs are whistled, 
they sound like distant calls and people are feeling wings 
sprouting on their backs. 



Priyesha Lobinha Cdo: I am a creature of the dark, like a 
firefly. People of light, who have never been brave enough to 
face it don't understand it and hence despise it. Does light 
not blind you as much as darkness does? The fireflies know 
better, they owe it to the night, it's what makes them so 
beautiful. 
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SILENT ERA 
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In silent era, the trees could not speak. 
Same with the cows. 

Even machines. 


Sound was not yet invented. No Talkies in town. 

Imagine a poor pump pumping hard without the thump 
thump! 

You sound-people can fathom that? 

Is a kiss worth a kiss without the tongues singing? 

Is a chase worth a chase without the victim's final scream? 

Is a bombing raid worth a raid without the boom boom? 

You sound-people are a spoiled lot. 

We, of the silent era, did things stealthily. 
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Like a murder in the dead of the night. 

We never went to the river bank, the river was silent. 
We never went to the beach, the sea was silent. 

We never loved, we never could say we loved. 

We removed our tongues and ears 

And buried them safe 

Till love and sound could wake them up 

Bones rattling 

In a Talkies. 



Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English translations 
of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from Malayalam) 
and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and 
for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and 
Penguin India. Published poems in magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He is one of the five contributing poets to the 



anthology, "A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes" (five voices 
seventy poems). E-mail: shankeran@gmail.com 

Blog: bonoboland.wordpress.com 





SOMEONE WRITE ME A LOVE SONG 

Someone write me a love song 

There shouldn't be any diesel smoke in it 
or cafes or cappucinos and no movies 
I'd like some roses in them 
But if you could do me posies 
And wildflowers and picnics by the river 

And maybe write into it 
A tumble in the wet grass 
With my love's breath in my hair 
That overcomes the Spring itself 
And the fresh salt of the lovers' kiss 
In the half-dark moonlight 




And if you just find your way 

To putting in a dusk-lit walk 

In a forest glade (without the snakes) 

And some place to make love 

All hot and sweaty and... 

Someone write me a love song 





THE MOMENT I START WORKING... 

The moment I start working... 

I want to check the news, 
l.i.n.g.e.r over long articles, 
brew meself a coffee, 
or a Darjeeling oolong, 

WhatsApp you, 

<deadline> 
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watch a cat video 
and another and another 
tweet with today's hashtag 
SMS you 

<deadline> 

heart an Instagram sunset 
surf the subway a bit 
Snapchat you 

<deadline> 

find you in Facebook album 
and tag you 

<deadline> 

and call you 
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The moment I start working... 
all I can think is you 

How are you so indefatigable? 



Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award¬ 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award-wanting 
poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, 
running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, 
some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning 
languages in between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends 
vehemently disagree. 

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/raameshgowriraghavan 





CRAB AND CRANE 

Crab in its limpid move, 
also in its habituated, 
mood of hide and seek 
On the watery sands, 

Draws sketches from its 
Memories of habitat. 

Its static companion 
Ruminating crane 
On the sheets of water, 
doing penance and meditation. 
The Blue merges with 
The Azure. Ideal spot of 
Speculation for both. 




The shining conch, also 
A watery by product, 
Acknowledges the uniqueness. 
Universal pal Moon shines 
Seamless at the sandy spot. 

In the blessed eventide, 


What more do you want? 



S. Radhamani: She was born in Madras, did B.A.English 
,obtained M.A.English from Venkateswara University, 
Tirupati, did her doctoral thesis on W.H.Auden's Plays, 
subsequently obtained PGDTE from CIEFL (Hyderabad). A 
Professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience in a 
post-graduate and research institution, published four books 
of poems and one book of short story, widely published and 
anthologized, guided M.phil research scholars and PhD 
candidates, and a reviewer and critic. Also published poems 
and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 
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SEPTEMBER 



drenched in the 
depts of your loveliness 
this heart became the 
epicentre of a thousand 
beautiful earthquakes 
i survived 

you wore your September smile 
and an amber summer tan 
as my dreams entangled in 
zephyrs of your midnight hair 
you made life happen 

i was lost in the library 
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of your brown eyes, 

eyes so warm like the beach 

the ones you could sleep in forever 

everyday i learnt a new language in them 


as i unleashed my heart 
in your horizon 
you imbibed heaven 
in my forgotten dreams 
and lent me your flavour, 
my whole life escaped in you 



Rajesh Jethwani: He was born in Madras and has done his BA 
in economics. He now takes care of his family business and 
has his own online store. His love for tea resulted in a 
beautiful tea house he now runs along with his best friends. 
He loves train journeys, photography, eating out and playing 
cricket. He loves writing and reading love poems. His poem 
was first published last year in South Africa. 
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SNAPSHOTS 

Your memories 
Like rodents 
Ferreting out 
Tiny morsels 
Of 

Succulent images.... 

The hot tea 
At the dhaba 
On a rain soaked 
Morning. 

The steamy kiss 
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In the car; 

Our hands, 

Groping for eager flesh. 

Your hungry mouth 
On me and mine 
Taking me 
On a roller coaster 
Of highs and highs. 

My tongue 
Probing your lips; 

Sucking the juices, 

Savouring the scent, 

Of unbridled longing. 

The pulsating rhythm 
Of our bodies, 

Etching a musical tattoo 
On our souls. 
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Your memories... 
Snapshots 
Of our 
Lust. 



Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost 
as many awards and translations into several Indian and 
foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he is 
working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel Plant. 
He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his website is 
www.ramendra.in 





EMOTIONAL ATHYACHAR 


Don't tell me you like me, 

Shout it out to the whole world, 
Hoping I'll get it. 


Don't listen to what I say 

And keep complaining about how I never talk, 

Assuming I'll one day say the words 

You want to hear. 


Over time you've successfully created a bubble. 

In which I wear a black cloak 
And you a golden. 

The piercing, judging eyes make me queasy 
I'm so guilty and ashamed of myself 
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I don't know why though. 

Everyone whispers into my ear at the same time 
And I hear it loud and clear, again and again and again - 
"The golden cloak is your destiny!" 

I want the golden cloak, I'll do anything to get it now! 

I said the words, I jumped into the well, head first. 

I hit the bottom so fast and hard, 

The shallow water turned red. 

I thought I'll be happy, 

Cause I had heard, that you liked me. 



V.Rimona: Rimona, the reckless, is a 23-year-old Good 
Human/Her dad's incarnation/Daughter of Glory/Sister of 
Tennyson/In-law of Hannah/Aunt of Samuel baby/Event 
Manager/HR/Dancer/Bathroom Singer/Painter/Relationship 
Guru/Amazing Friend to have/Writer/Poet/Actor in this play 



called "My Life"/Home Maker/Rule breaker/Social Butterfly 
and everything else possible, from Chennai. She wishes to be 
a rock star in the future and all her neighbours would verify 
that. 




(Pic by Michael Garb, http://www.gravityglue.com/blog/) 


BUT 

Fill me, 


but slowly, as though 
you were a blood moon 
winning the heart 
of a star-struck night. 

The time has come, 
but do not make haste; 
the stones are still offering us 
the graces of patience. 
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Wait, 

till you are spiced 
like a Moroccan stew 
on slow fire. 

Listen, 

till you have become 
the slightest of quivers 
in a raga's soul. 

But, 

when you have savoured 
the molten taste of thirst, 

learnt 

the art of piercing words 
with silence..., 

known 

the miracle of tickling 
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the ivories on a spine, 


do not linger or care; 
come, flood me, 
come. 



Rizio Yohannan Raj: She is a widely published bi-lingual 
writer, educationist and governance thinker. She is the 
Founder and Executive Director of LILA Foundation for 
Translocal Initiatives, a cultural think-tank based in New 
Delhi. Her engagement and mediation with ideas and words 
are aimed at initiating and driving a politico-aesthetic 
discourse relevant to the times and charged with 
transformative content. She is also the Creative Director of 
Samanvay, the Indian Languages Festival of India Habitat 
Centre, New Delhi. 




THE UN-POEM 

title~ accidentally stolen from Ra Sh's poem 

From the unclosed door 
came an uninvited guest, 

Like an un-dreamed dream. 

she unspoke a silence 

talked an untrue language 

unhiding a forgotten smile 

As he undid himself, 

unfurling the flag, unsinging the song. 

She untied his doubts, 
unwired his thoughts, 
unravelled the secrets of universe. 

By the time, she left him, 
in that unimaginable situation 





He remained silent- negating- unworded 
Uncoiling his own heart. 



DAMN IT! 

See this- 

Can you hear that noise? 

Are you seeing the sky? 

What happened to your phone, 
Tell me, if someone died 
while talking with you? 

See, There is a carnival 
of endless happenings 
Around you, damn it! 

Speak now- 

About the sharks 

that tresspass the traffic rules 
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About the birds 
that fly underground 
About the wolves 
that whistle in afternoon. 



Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published in 
various online magazines, including Muse India, The Four 
Quarterly, Istanbul Review, Kritya, New Mirage Journal and 
print magazines like Kavya English, which was applauded and 
complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems, which will be published 
shortly and an online magazine that deals with progressive 
poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 





FAIL ME NOT 

Fail Me Not 

or else you will 

fail in the eyes of the world 

And that isn't a good thing Zooming out whirlwind 
Jumping off the rocket 
into the star studded jacket 
of Jailhouse Rock 

Stoned frail boy bespectacled Skin loosely attached heart in 
mouth mouth in fear cowering afraid of being laughed at 
because there is a high probability of being called a loser 

Finding heart in music 

and losing it time and again 

only to grow up while you 

run at the edge of black holes knowing that you will be 
sucked in but too afraid to suck 

Jumping off drops of light 



on the highway too afraid 

to fall on the clean tarmac 

lest anybody sees the fall 

There is an expected fall 

just like the expected coffee 

from the expected coffee machine 

gravity is bullshit when attacked from below 



Samantak Bhadra: He is currently pursuing his MBA degree. 
He hails from Kolkata and has worked in the IT industry for 
two and a half years in Bangalore. Besides that, he is a writer, 
a musician, a public speaking trainer, an entrepreneur and 
an ex-journalist. His writings have been published in journals 
and anthologies from countries like the USA, Canada, India, 
Romania, France and Ireland. He has also worked on 
conceptualizing and co-hosting a monthly poetry show in 
Bangalore called Let Poetry Be. Some of his writings can be 
accessed at www.samantakbhadra.com 





How tedious is the Life 
When- 

The shores of hope are shallow 
And the minds of men are Hollow 
When- 

Thoughts murmur and quiver within 
Show affinity, no any kith and kin. 

When- 

The paths of delight are untrodden 
And Goals and Aims of people are rotten 
When- 

The faces of World are stricken with awe 
The shape of life is rotten and raw 
When- 

The world is the story of strife 
How tedious is the life. 





Come! 

When My all thoughts are parched up 
And feelings go dry. 

Come! 

When I search in my memories 
The golden rays and silvery nights 
Lost in past with you. 

Come 



Shaleen Kumar Singh: He is a poet, critic, reviewer, translator 
and editor. He has several research papers, articles, poems 
and reviews published in esteemed journals, magazines and 
news papers of India and abroad. He has edited several 
books on criticism. At present, he is editing the ezine 
www.creativesaplings.com. He is Assistant Professor and 





Head, Department of English at S. S. PG College, 
Shahjahanpur (U.P.) 




TOGETHER IN HEART AND SOUL 

Gone are the days where men cared for others pain 

Oh ye men, when did you lay your compassionate hearts 

asleep 

Don't lie me that you are humane and caring 

Did you care for the heart in the next door, crying in despair? 

Or were you happy gossiping about his pitiful life 

He hasn't lost anything, but ye have lost a wonderful 

opportunity 

Ye missed a chance to express your love. 

You have closed your heart and crown chakra for long 

It's full of dust and negative energy envelopes your aura 

Sad, unaware you laugh, pride covers your eyes 

The days may change, you are not very far from danger 

It may engulf you and your estranged neighbor may not save 

you 

For he is dead long back, cause you never cared or cured his 

illness 
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Come on my fellow men, shed your egoistic pride coated skin 

Drop thy feigning face that ye earned from your modern 

fantasy 

We don't want fake love, love thy neighbor with a pristine 

heart. 


Let's stand united, let's love others as we love ourselves 


And taste the benefits of life and togetherness, together. 



BROKEN MYTH 


I loved a man, deep from my heart 
He hadn't a pinch of love in his heart 
He loved my curves more than my heart 
He didn't respect my dignity 
But he admired every beautiful creation 
He said so, with pride filled manly eyes 
I remained silent to his foolish fantasies 
I was trying to understand his heart 
He felt eyeing and touching a girl 
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Increased his manly pride 
The more filth he expressed 
I said to myself it's how a man will be 
He kept on hovering high 
Till his manliness died 
Today with my disdained spectacles on 
I could see clearly; my hurtful past 
Whenever my heart was wounded 
I had fooled myself 

For I thought every man disrespects woman 
But seeing my son; I realize I had been wrong 



Shalini Samuel: She is the author of Singing Soul and comes 
from India's southern tip. She started her writing journey as a 
blogger. Poetry was her unfulfilled dream then. She explored 
poetry and slowly started learning the nuances of it. Apart 
from writing she also works as freelance editor. Her poems 
have been published in various online and print magazines 
and anthologies. She has edited few novels. 




These Raindrops falling from the sky 
These Raindrops falling from the sky 
incites happiness in me 
My heart leaps with excitement, 
thrills and adventures, 
feels nostalgic about childhood, 
the memories of my grandmother, 
incites melancholy in my heart, 
the days of simple adventures, 
asking her to make paper boats, 
to float in raining water, 
being collected on the streets, 
or sometimes at the backyard 
of my village's house. 

But now since things are different, 





with the passage of time and age, 
no more time left for 
such simple adventures 
in a hectic professional schedule. 

With the changing pace 

now no more paper boats are seen 

floating in the street's water, 

as the children of the present age 

are busy with technical adventures. 

Although it's difficult to bring back 

the sweet childhood days 

but still I enjoy rains falling from the sky 

from the window of my house 

or from my professional dwelling. 



Dr. Shamenaz: I am Dr. Shamenaz, a PhD in English from 
University of Allahabad with specialization on Sub-continent 
Women Writers and a teaching experience of 12 years. I 



resides in Allahabad which is my birthplace and a city very 
close to my heart. I have a passion for reading and writing 
which is above all anything for me and recently I have 
develop an interest in poetry and have published many 
poems in E-journals & magazines in India. I am a great nature 
lover and love to write poetry based on it but I also like to 
write on various issue relating our everyday lives. I have 
presented papers in Seminars/Conferences all over India and 
have published papers in many refereed journals in India and 
abroad. I am in the Editorial board of journals: Literary 
Miscellany, CLOJ ( Cyber Literature, Research Access, 
Expression, The Context & IJRHS ( Jordan). I am the Guest 
Editor of 'The Context' Volume 2, issue 3. I have served as a 
Chairperson of Women Cell of my College, AIET & Cultural 
Incharge, AIET since 5 years. I am a freelancer, who writes 
reviews, articles & blogs. 




A BEAUTIFUL WHITE BUTTERFLY 

The butterfly, flitting here and there 
Seemingly out of nowhere 
Glowing incandescent hues full of evanescence 
Into the nectar filled flowers 

The butterfly, innate 
Beauteousness notwithstanding 
Colours, hues, pleasantness unbending 
Purity in every petal blooming 
As in a whole flower amidst a whole bunch 

The butterfly, wholly beautiful 
Amidst flowers, bountiful 
Nature in all its glory 
Group of people wary 




Of the incandescence of the butterfly 

The butterfly, having its fill of nectar filled hue 
Taking its cue from the paddy filled fields 
Resting on narrow hedges 
Seemingly made of colourful wedges 

The beauteousness of clear white butterfly 

In its supreme state 

Not all its whiteness wasting 

Purity in its pristine form, meaning 

The state of mind weaning 

From the placid blue 

To the whitely hue 

Oh! How she flies 
Wondered the poet 
Plying on words supreme 
In all his prime 
Working on the revelation 
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That the clear white butterfly unfolds 



Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. Shobha was highly 
influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha had a keen interest in 
languages, be it prose or poetry, from her school days. She 
completed B.A. and M.A. in English Literature as also B.Ed. 
She has also worked as a teacher in schools for some time. 
Shobha's father, K. Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished 
writer in Malayalam, and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi 
award for his contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to 
an engineer and has one daughter. 
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REF-RAIN 

as silence drops like rain on river 

helpless lives sail by, wild-wailing 

their woes- the heart alone beats in a 

universe of stillness; have you heard the 

moon laugh on a cloudy night, secretly, 

at the vast, terrible, scattered knowledge of man 

presuming cosmic insight- 

when all reason writhes in rhyme 

and healing often comes 

in a single drop of rain. 



i carry your memory even as i sit beside you; 
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breathing life into old images, interiorising your face, 
like a pilgrim annoints ancestors from pots of purity, 
i pour versions of you back at yourself in the hope 
of touching you on the quick of our oneness; 
i watch faces of strangers crossing the street 
passing my life like you, turning back to smile, 
i carry that moment even as i sit beside you; 


like a pilgrim heaving his bundle of faith 


and nothing else. 



Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, 
newspaper columnist and poet. He received the R. K. 
Narayan Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 2015. 
He is known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, 
Devil's Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu- 
Cham-Vu and the historical book for children, Pazhassi Raja: 
The Royal Rebel Born as HH Prince Punartham Thirunal of the 
Travancore Royal Family, he is the great great grandson of 
the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani 
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 
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He is married to Geeta Varma (poet, teacher and columnist) 
and has two children, Vinayak and Karthik. 




CONTRADICTION 

Life is full of contradictions 

Our every faith, religion, ideas in fact our entire existence 

We live and die with contradictions 

We venerate and imbibe contradictions 

We adore contradiction so much so 

That in the name of religion 

We kill each other with chanting of God's name 

Hooligan make society their playground of barbarity in the 

name of democracy 

And we remain to be silent onlooker , unshakable by the 

contradictions 

Give solace to ourselves in the name of civility 

We don't have courage to stop anyone offending the modesty 

of a girl 

So we criminalize the victim by saying she was loose 

character 

We are obsessed and conditioned with our contradictions 



So much so that calling a spade a spade has become felony 

Now time has come to get our sanity back 

And stand up to fight these contradictions and two-facedness 

Or else the dooms day is coming faster to consume us with 

our contradictions 

We are our contradictions!!!!! 



MY LOVE 


One day you walked into my lonesome life 

My world changed with your angelic presence 

Your beautiful soul[ brightened my heart and filled me with 

life 

Your unbound affection made me swim in the ocean of love 

The whole creation conspired to bring us together 

World seemed to turn into heaven, with entire nature 

welcoming our union 

Our togetherness was the happiest time and I was luckiest 

man on earth 





One day you walked out of my blissful life 
Something changed within me from that moment 
My soul took shelter into the darkness of melancholy 
Footprints of those days are engraved on my heart 
I love you now even more as forgetting you is impossible 
Life would never be the same- my love!!! 



Subhash Chandra Rai: I am Subhash from Ranchi. I have done 
MBA in Rural Management and currently working with Azim 
Premji Foundation as Research Fellow. I love reading and 
writing poetry. 
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(pic by Sumita Dutta) 


LOOSE GRAVEL 


Loose gravel under my shoe. 

I skid, fell 

Hard on the hand holding my phone. 
Nothing hurt. 

I sat on the road 

Looking through a new point of view. 
The world looks quite different 
Once stature shortened. 

Brushing dust I stood up, 

Stepping gingerly, walked away; 
Mental gravel collected earlier 
Scraped head and heart. 

No damage, I consoled myself; 

Later noticed the cracked glass. 
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The phone still works. 



THE PATH IN DARKNESS FOUND 

In darkness I set out, 

The road was pitch-black. 

Strode forward Feet resolute. 
Senses adjusted to the lack. 

God provides enough I found, 

My path ahead now a clear track. 



Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adlsh Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from 
Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both poetry 
and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find her blog at: 
https://zippythoughts.wordpress.com/ 
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child abUSE - Could 

Could you be of any 
To help prevent child abuse 
Let me ask you, first! 

Are you aware of what a child goes through? 

It could be you or anyone you know 

It could be someone who you care or don't care about 

Yet it's a child who is abused! 

Let not any precious child go through this 
Let's act! Let me know? 

Together we can fight this 
Let us fight for this cause 

What is it? Why is it? Who does it? One might ask 
Let not your ignorance spoil a Child's life. 
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Act Now! Let's do it now! 

Let me shed some light, if not now, the child will shed its life! 
Let me tell you 

Let us fight for the Child's fright! 

One child tortured with many chores 

It hits them at their heart, flesh and bones! 

Working in hotels and houses and suffering behind closed 
doors 

Fight Physical abuse 
One feeling left out all alone in the cold 
Helpless and shattered not knowing where to go 
Racial Neglect! 

One being molested and threatened 
Sexually harassed and beaten 
Fight Sexual abuse 

One having to hear everything that a child doesn't want to 
hear 

Forced to listen to harsh and filthy words 
Caught in the worst trap 
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Fight Emotional abuse 
Its happening I know, I know 

Because I've been there! I've seen it! I know for sure 
Now, I wish to be the cure. 

Let us be a cue for the cure. 

I am writing this ode today 
To bring out the reality 
For us to see 

The price an innocent child pays. 

Let us act now! 

Before it's too late 

What ever little effort you take 

Would be great 

Let our energies focus towards the cause! 

Not for anyone, not for you, not for me, not for the society. 
But for the CHILD! Let's make their lives better. 

Save them from the snares of the devil 
Come on now, Let us do this 
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Let us act now! 

Give them a bigger and a brighter future. 



Tina Angelin Nimalan: Arrogant or Immature you decide but 
my friends think of me as a lover of all things fine. My 
colleagues think I'm proactive by design. Eitherways knowing 
me is to know what's good in wine. 
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Neither a twinkle in a eye 
Nor the solace of a heart 
Just a worthless fist of dust am I. 

Neither a twinkle in a eye am I. 

Neither a friend am I 
Nor anyone's saviour 
I am fate gone bad 
I am a ravaged land. 

Neither a twinkle in a eye am I. 

My beauty is tarnished 
My beloved lost 
A garden denuded by fall 
I am it's spring's blight 
Neither a twinkle in a eye am I. 

Why would anyone read the death psalm? 
Why would anyone lay flowers four? 







Why would anyone set a flame alight? 

I am such a desolate grave. 

Neither a twinkle in a eye am I. 

I am not a song of hope 

Why would anyone lend a ear? 

I am a wail from desolate solitude 

I am a cry of utter grief 

Neither a twinkle in a eye am I. 

With sincere apologies to Bahadur Shah Zafar for my 
audacity to believe I could translate his lament. 



Tushar Arun Gandhi: Who audaciously thinks that a typing 
software on his smartphone makes him a writer. Invisible ink 
should have been invented for me. 

Since I am a Gandhi my book 'Let's Kill Gandhi!' Got published 
in 2007. Have been struggling to write a biography of Is 
Gandhi's for the past few years. A few more stories struggling 
to emerge from my atrophied mind. The word mediocre was 
invented for me. I believe I am funny, wish people would too. 



My life's report card is written in red ink. My saviour is the 
legacy I have inherited. I am because of my Great 
Grandfather. 




BETRAYAL 

The air you could cut. 

The words you could weigh. 

Judas was in our midst, 

T'was a part of our day. 

Eyes would gauge 
Smiles be measured, 

Whither the fun times 
That those days we treasured? 

A broken vase could not be joined 
Such that the crack be hidden. 

Is it truly needed to hide 

What comes to memory unbidden? 




Talking out could clear the air. 

And allow fresh opportunity for hurt 
I'd rather let cowardly Judas be. 

Lest my own cowardice be heard. 

Betrayal is a big word as It holds in much. 

My resentment, your fear, a nemesis 
The public furor evoked ;a free show 
The judging heads freezing premises. 

Labels stuck hard and fast. 

Knots made that are a bother to unravel, 

Lets just forgive and forget. Tis past. 

And angst builds, boils,slowly tipping over into Life. 
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Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of the 
universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power of 




words, in the power of good intentions. She has two children 
both of good literary prowess, both creative in their own 
way. 




They played Auld Lang Syne somewhere 

The neighbors lustily shrieked at the Cindrella hour 

I position a New Desk top calendar at the table 

Unread messages gleam on my cellphone in orange 

So some pharma company has wished me good health 

Another text tempts me with a winter sale 

And there rests the turquoise scarf gifted to me in a summer 
of passion 

And a boarding pass in a frayed book 
The first of January is made of such things 
Things to hold on to 
And things to simply let go!!! 





Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She has done her masters in History 
from Lady Shri Ram College and her Diplome from the 
Alliance Frangaise de Delhi. 

She is a French teacher in a couple of schools and private 
institutes and also translates for various publishing houses 
and corporates. An active member of various quiz clubs 
across Delhi-she has a soft corner for Kolkata where she 
spent her childhood. Her various passions include singing, 
playing the piano, composing music and participating in local 
antakshari competitions. She describes herself as a 
dreamer...a wanderer and a certified incurable romantic...the 
romantic moorings worsened with all her fancy French 
studies. Poetry for her is her stress buster -her flight of fancy- 
and strangely - what keeps her rooted too. 




THE LAST VISIT 

I shouldn't have gone. 

No, not death it was about. 

Yet, I shouldn't have gone. 

With the turquoise waves 
gushing into my heart, 
the sand under my feet froze 
and the clouds waged dark wars 
as my eyes met his, for the first time. 

But now this might be 
the hundredth time that 
he sank deep into me, 
with his voice emotionless 
acting oblivion to those 
past bonds with such ease, 
as though we never existed 



and every time he lied to himself, 
he didn't realise that there 
was a blanket of emptiness 
that consumed me like fire, 
and it revived every wound 
that time had healed... 

Sigh! the sea so peaceful and vast 
and my past so painful and stark, 
never met, 

just like those horizons. 

Because a fisherman, I am 
and every time I lost 
a boat in the storm 
my soul cried a million times. 



Vasanthi Swetha: She is a 2nd year Economics student who is 
extremely passionate about the art of poetry, dance, reading 
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and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that she 
writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 




"SERENADING A SILHOUETTE 

A drop of pearl 


Splash of the waves 


Serenading a silhouette 


Across the musical maze 


Tinkle of a smile 


Jingle of the night 


Serenading a silhouette 


Across the city lights 





Romancing the bruises 

Still left unstitched 

Serenading a silhouette 

Across the broken bridge 


i 

Vinay Virwani: A marketing guy by profession, I can't help 
but try and convince you that a particular brand of detergent 
powder can really change your life! 

And while you may choose not to believe me, at least I ended 
up telling you a story! 

Alas, while the breed of storytelling marketers is fast getting 
replaced by number-chasing, profit-making, excel sheet 
enthusiasts, I write....to continue telling stories.... 
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A misfit perhaps, in a rapidly format-driven, number 

crunching world.but a misfit who has successfully blended 

in....:) 
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IN THE MOUTH OF MADNESS 

In the mouth of madness 

Silence!! It feeds avariciously on your introspective mind, 

Darkness!! It offers itself to you with vices unkind. 

You try to remain calm, embracing your serenity 

But get pushed to extremes of thoughts and deeds of 
insanity. 

In the mouth of madness 

Your principles seem mundane and fruitlessly possessed, 
Your idea of a perfect world, with imperfections diseased. 
Your strengths become your weaknesses unleashing loss, 
Of mind body soul and heart stagnantly enveloped in moss. 

In the mouth of madness 

You strive hard to swim tirelessly towards safe shores 




Of security, certainty, righteousness and victorious roars. 

But opposites stretch you in multiple directions painfully, 

And you let yourself go away from you disdainfully. 

In the mouth of madness 

When you see beliefs and people you thought were true, 
right and pure. 

Falter and crash mercilessly into rubble of gore. 

You believe in the nonexistence of those thoughts, 

And run behind farces created by uncaring sorts. 

In the mouth of madness 

You hate who you are, what defines you well. 

Craving to be what is liked in vicious transformations you 
dwell. 

Finally when someone hopefully calls out your name, 

You pretend having not heard it, head hanging in shame. 

That's when my friend you will know deep within 
You have succumbed to the jaws of wrong doing, 
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You are no longer in the mouth of madness, 

Because you have been successfully devoured and torn into 
pieces. 


Free from the mouth of madness 



Vishak Chadrasekharan: Baker by day and Poet by night 
Vishak lets his personal experiences decide the course of his 
pen on paper to come up with the most Vivid and brutal 
expression of Life situations everyone goes through. He uses 
his ability to connect to people emotionally to put those 
experiences on paper and enables others to look at the world 
through their eyes. He currently runs and partners a Cafe in 
Coimbatore called V's and pens down poems and dark Stories 
during the little free time he gets. 
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MILLION STEPS 

A thousand yards I ran with you, 

With the zenith shining bright and long, 

Dreams and promises were all that we saw, 

And I sang you a beautiful old song.. 

A million steps I climbed by your side, 

With the journey uphill dreary and tiring, 

Never did we lose sight of what we coveted. 

And then every step ahead was hard, but inspiring. 

A thousand oceans did we sail together, 

Braving every shipwreck and many an angry tide, 

There were times when we touched the depths of the ocean. 
And I saw from your eyes that every sorrow was cast aside.. 




A dozen lands did we explore together, 

Winning golden friendships and earning ill-fated enemies. 

Hand in hand did we walk across twisted streets and 
boulevards, 

And not once did I fail to sleep beside you with careless ease. 

For every yard, every step, every ocean and land, 

You left me in solitude, leaving behind gifts of memories and 
silent pain. 

I wait for you to this day in the far pavilions with a smile, 

And I hope you will return, over and over and over again... 



HOPE 

In the inner depths of my lateral mind 
Underlying the horizon of dreams 
Within the chambers of serenity 
Hidden in the sands of time 




Ensconced in the day's challenges 

And promised even by life's shades of grey. 

There remains a fond hope 
An expectation, a yearning. 

In the deepest embers of thought 
That you will stand beside me 
To brighten up the sunshine 
Of yet another day.... 



Vivek Shivram: My life is a poem, a beautiful one at that. I 
live in one of the most happening cities in the world. When I 
live out my life as a Consultant for a blue chip firm, the 
energy of Canary Wharf is mine to claim. And when I seek 
refuge in poetry, the Surrey Countryside opens up to me. 
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